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SLOPER’S LITTLE SUPPER PARTY. 

“« Notwithstanding that the Thirteen Club have pretty plainly demonstrated the utter folly of superstition, Poor Pa considers it a duly he owes his readers to 
have a cut in at the game himself. One anti-superstilion club, though, is quite as much us Londoners can stand at one time, so his attempt to start a branch 
establishment in his own domicile was futile. His inauguration supper proved to be no supper at all, eatables being conspicuous by their absence. Mr. McNub 
wazred wroth at this breach of courtesy, and had not his attenlion been distracted by Mamma’s curious behaviour, blood would have been shed.’’—Tuotsi£. 

“SWEET ARE THE USES OF ADVERSITY.”—(By Comparisons.) THE TICK OF THE CLOCK. 
a = ; A RATHER singular case was tried at the Croydon Sum. 
| mer Assizes in 1809. i 
gu Joseph Hols, a8 old man of near seventy, and possessing 
4 more property t 


an is usual in his class of life, lived in a j 

small cottage which had originally, with the cottage next ’ 

door, been one tenement. There was no dour of conmuni- 

cation between the two; but it was proved that whatever 

passed in one could be distinctly heard in the other, and so 

thin was the b peritiion that one of the witnesses stated that 

the clock could be heard to tick, Old Hollis’s neighbours 

were James aoe and his mother, aged seventy-one, and 

they were tried for his murder. | 
Hollis was of very parsimonious habits, and had xaved 

money which he was fond of displaying. One witness said 

he always carried three canvas bags, in one of which he 

kept notes, in another gold and silver, and in the third 

coppers ; and if he wanted to pay only sixpence, he would 

tip all the gold and silver into his hand. tie often had as 

much as a hundred pounds in his possession at one time. 
The whole cottage belonged to Hollis, and the Coopers 

were his tenants, Hollis lived alone, an old woman calling 

each day to see after him. On Wednesday, May 3rd, he 

expressed his intention of going to Guildford Fair next day 

to 


. heep, and, saying he would start at four in the 

instance : boots : her has whacked you, how soothing it And when Bullionaire's daughter has refused you Uy: seme Sneepy ANC, ; “ ae 
Pyeal papal Ralyrar agli petinod plas is ay sllarelog ed having a lively quarter of an huar —how refreshing it is to read of ber father's bauk- morning, told the old woman she need not call until the 
feet, of it with mother. ruptcy the day following. Friday. About ten on Friday morning, she sent her 


he 


daughter, a young girl, The child found the door unfastened, and. 
entering, saw Hollis lying on the tloor with a grent deal of ood 
about him, She ran out again and saw a constable close by, who 
followed her to the cottage, and a surgeon alxo came, who was of 
opinion that the bedy had been arranged by the murderer in the 
attitude in which it: was discovered, A cup of coffee, half drunk, 
wna on the table, a piece of toast before the fire, and another piece, 
half eaten, on the hearth ; the butter-dish was broken, and a pat 
of butter lay on the floor, The chair in which Hollis had evidently 
been sitting was overturned, and his hat was lying near, so that it 
pppeared that he had been attacked whilst he was sitting at his 
breakfast. The body was most shockingly mangled, the skull was 
fractured in two places, the jaw broken, 1 finger broken, the arms 
bruised, and the throat cut so as almost to sever the head from the 
body. Under the body lay a clasp knife and a poker covered with 
blood. From these circumstances it appeared as though a desperate 
struggle must have taken place, which the Coopers must: have 
heard in their cottage if the murder had been done by any 
stranger, 

The old man’s trunk had been rummaged, and, as only two 
shillings were found on his person, it was presumed that the 
murderers had carried off his money. The Coopers were, there- 
fore, at once apprehended, and their part of the cottage searched, 
but, no evidence of their guilt being forthcoming, they were set at 
liberty, Upon subsequent inquiry, however, they were taken into 
custody again, and the following circumstances given In evidence : 
The night before the murder the old man and Cooper had been 
quarrelling, and the former had been heard to say that as Cooper 
had not poid his rent, he would have him out of the coer and 
had actually applied to a person to distrain upon him. In this 
quarrel Cooper was heard to vow vengeance against the old man. 

Since the former examination of the prisoners, a more careful 
survey of their abode had been taken, and concealed in the roof 
were discovered various articles of ap rel belonging to Cooper 
which were smeared with blood, The nife and ce found in 
Hollis's cottage were recognised as belonging to the Cocpess: and 
little doubt therefore remained of their being parties to the crime 

In prison the mother confessed that her son had done the deed, 
and that she had heard a struggle and cries for help through the 
wall. She was Paneer but the son was found guilty and 
hanged, confessing the justice of his sentence. 

e e ee e 


* e 
LAITEST. 

i av lai abed 2 daise extry opin the boi who av sware to giv me 
mor beenre wood forl down ded or taik iss selff awai from the 
frunt off our premmissis. 

ow wil itt orl end? ma sai i must gett gi 

(Next week, * Rumbold's igs.”) 
—_——— 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


2° Cocresvonaests wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


———— 


Just at present, ARTHUR LAWTON, We're unable quite to tell. 
Yea, of course, AN OLD SUBSCRIBER, They can do it just as swell, 
Only one or treo, NQUIRIST. Thanks for cutting, H. ¥. B. No, 
are cannot tell you, SHIRLEY, you will have to wait and see. Rene 
another matter, Jurvy, Glad you like it, CHEERY Hau. Very 
many thanks for cutting Which you sent us, SLOPER'S PAL. [ey 
surry, WILLIAM SELTON, that we haven't apace to spare. Than 
you, TIM, we fear Me Gooseley’s Far too hardened now to care. 

——— 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


paid to the next-of -hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ag aa to meet 
with his or her death in'a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part, of the Unitee Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy uf the current issue of * ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF- 
Honiway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HaLr-HoLipay” is published througnout the 
United Kingdom ecery Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Jollowing Wednesday morning. 


Will be 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


First Schoolboy, What's up with young Sommely Briggs to- 
day ? he’s 28 cocky as anything. ; 
Second Schoolboy. Oh! his married sister's just got a baby, and 
he's giving himself. no end of airs on the strength of being an uncle. 
.¢ 


s 
Loafer. Most extraordinary man, that fellow Deeply. 
Walker. How's that? 
Lvafer, Why, I didn’t know him; but I asked him to lend me 
ba.. and he did it in a moment. 
Walker. That's his artfulness, He knew it would save him 
pounds in standing you drinks in the future. 


ss 
* 


Doctor. Tell me, now, Mr. Wagley, are you a sound sleeper ? 
Mr. Wagley. Seund 2 Oh, rather! You ask my wife, she’s 
always complaining of the way I snore. 
*¢ 


* 

“THE child is father to the man,” 
The proverb says; but when 
The child turns out to be a girl— 
Well, what about it then? 

ss 


Brown, How do you prevent having indigestion? 

Lushingten, Why, with everything rich, or underdone, or hard, 
or highly flavoured, or sweet, or—er—er—too hot or too cold, 
drink a little whisky. 

Brown, Oh—ah—humph! What dont you drink whisky with, 
mav Lask? 

Lushington, Why, I never drink it with water. It spoils the 
flavour. ** 

s 


ScENE: Hotel, 
First: Chambermaid, What made that big boy give you half a 
crown, I wonder? He only gave me sixpence. 
Second Chambermaid, Oh! don't you see? I asked him last 
night what time he would like his sharing water. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAYs 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper 
No. 515.—The “ Wheelgirl" Costume. 


Ted. 1 want you for my wife. 
Can 1 be plainer ? 

Annie. Not without being 
itively ugly, ‘Ted. me 


AFTER THE ROW WAS OVER. 
* strikes me I shall have to get my hat 
c ironed afresh.” 


He, Is there anything to prevent us flying together, dear iy 


us 
She, Only one » Fred; Lean’t ty. 


Me; 
The Slopabird lives entirely by suc- 
tiuu, frequents mois! places, and utters 


acry resembling the word “Gin” 
repeated with frequency. 


COMPOSERS COMICALLY 
COMMUNICATED. 
No. 11.—Bishop. 


8 FL 


[ Saturday, March 10, 1894. 


In the Club Smoking-room, 

Young Bachelor, But, my dear sir, surely you do nut allow your 
wife to have her own way? F 

Qld Benedict. Humph! Well, no; | don’t allow it, but she 
has it! *,° 
Sporting Passenger (wishing to oes conversation with fellow- 
trarcller). Do you care for horseflesh at all, sir. may Task? 

Non- Sporting Pasacnger. Goodness me, sir! do you take me fora 
tomcat? Ihave heard of people enting it in famines and all that. 
but bless me! I wouldn't touch a bit for worlds. 

es 


s 
Mre. Butter. There's one thing which 1 like about your husband, 
my dear, and that is he always dresses so quietly. 
"Mra, Sputter. Oh, does he? If you were in the next room when 
he loses his collar-stud or finds a button off anywhere you wouldu’t 
think so. *,° 


Snaqgs. Heard about the aad accident to Riffin, of course? 
Knocked down last night by an express, you know. | 

Nniggs. Yes; very shockinz, isn't it? His wife is terribly cut up. 

Snagys. Ah, but not half as much as Biffin was, [ll bet a dollar, 


s 
THE proper way of pitching dice, 
So most wise people say, 
Is just to take the box and all, 
nd pitch the lot away. 
ss 


td 
Young and Romantic, But surely, dear, you look upon marriage 
as a sacred sacrament, do you not? 

Unromantic and—not so Young (who has had some). No, indeed, 
my dear; I look upon it in most cases simply as a legal method of 
obtaining money under false pretences. 

ss 
» 

‘A. Ah! we shall all get our deserts some day, I suppose? 

B. Yes, but I wouldn't frighten yourself, old man ; it may bea 
long time yet, you know. *,° 


First Swect Little Thing, 1 heard that conceited little cat, 
Dora, tell young De Bullion her face was her fortune. 
Second Sweet Little Thing, Humph! More like a misfortune, 1 
should say it was. ee 
s 


Jones. 1 don’t believe there is such a thing as gratitude. There's 
that fellow Buggins ; now, Stigzins made him what he is, and yet 
he hasn't a een word to say for him. 

Sharply. Well, considering what he is, I'm not surprised ut that. 

s2. 
s 

Iv is seldom that rivals for a woman's hand become friends, 
for at first a man naturally hates his rival if he is successful, and 
after the wane of the honeymoon he too often hates him because 
he wasn’t. Pa 

s 


Croasing-Sweeper. Spare us & copper, please, sir. 
Pedestrian. Very sorry, but I've got no change now; you must 
wait till I come back. 
Croasing-Sweeper, Excuse me, sir, but I can't give credit. The 
terms of this business are net cash. 
ss 


s 
Mrs. Muddle, I'm afraid this ere physic won't do me no good, 


John. 
‘Mr. Muddle, Why not? What's up with it? 
Mrs. Muddle. Why, it don’t taste nasty enough to be any good. 
ss 


* 
“My eldest boy's a strapping lad,” 
I heard his fond ma say. 
“ He is,” the younger brother said, 
“He licks me every day.” 
s¢ 
* 
Tutor. How many forms of jury are known in English law? 
Student. Six? 
Tutor. Six? How the——I mean, what are they? 
Student. Grand jury, special jury, common jury, old jury, cxjury 
and perjury. *\° 


At the Restaurant. 
Young Man (not hungry). That waitress is a fetching sort of 
little girl, isn’t she? 
Elderly Man (hungry). I'll be hanged if the waiter is! He's 
kept me twenty minutes for my chop, confound him! 
ss 


s 
First Author (despondently). Story-writing is a thankless job 
altogether. 
Second Author. 1 don’t agree with you; I get nearly all my 
work declined, with thanks. « « 
s 


First Man (sniff, sniff). Where do you (sniff) buy your cigars, 
old man? (ani 3 
Second Man. Oh, at A's in B Street. Here, have one, won't you? 
First Man. Thanks, no. I only wanted to know the name of the 
tobacconist, so that (sniff, sniff) I can give him a wide berth. 
ee 


= 
Customer. Oh !—ough! what horrible whisky ! 
LS aera (angrily). 1 don't believe you know good whisky when 
you taste it. 
_ Customer, 1 certainly haven't had much oppertunity of becom. 
ing proficient in your house ; but, anyhow, I know bad whisky 
when I taste it. *,° 


ScCENE—School, 
The Master. Now, Snobleigh Minor, tell me what you know of 
the Normans. 
Snobleigh Minor, Oh! please, sir, pa’s ancestors came over with 
them to England. es 
a 


“J PRITHEE, dear, return my love,” 
The fond youth wildly cried. 
“T will, it is no use to me,” 
The cruel maid replied. 
2 
s 
Jones, Can you recommend 2 good tutor to teach me French? 
‘Smith. Yes, 1 know an excellent man ; but what do you want to 
learn French for? 
Jones, Why, to tell you the truth, I've just got an order for a 


new and original English comedy. 
ss 


s 
Gentleman (looking over the apartments). This is rather a large 
ef isn't it? nicely for clothes and things. 
Landlady (with great indignation), Sir, this is not a cupboard ; 
this is the sitting-rooim ! *¢ 


Overheard at Sunday School, 
Teacher. And who is man’s natural enemy ¢ 
Precocious Scholar. His wife, sir. 


—_—_—_——— 


Ewery Wrednesday.- Twropence. 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
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TOOTSIE AT THE PAV. 


= 

CHARLES READE had some curious things to say in his “Jack 
of All Trades" with respect to the training of performing elephants, 
especially of a certain 
Mademoiselle ig who 
performed at the Adel- 
phi Theatre in 1828, 
under the management 
of Mr. Yates, the father 
of the proprietor of the 
World, “Elephants,” 
says Jack, “are driven 
with a rod of steel sharp- 
ened at the end. About 
n foot from the end of 
this weapon is a large 
hook ; by sticking this 
hook into an elephant’s 
ear, and pulling it, you 
make her sensible which 
way you want her to go, 
and persuade her tocom- 
ply. 
“ Armed with this tool, 
1 walked up to Djek's 
shed, and in the most 
harsh and brutal voice | 
could command, bade 
hercome out. She moved 
in the shed, but_hesi- 
tated. I repeated the 
command, still more re- 
pulsively, and out she 
came towards me very 
slowly. With beasts, such 
as lions, tigers and ele- 

phan. great prompti- 
tude is the thing. Think for them—don't give them time to think, or 
their thoughts may be evil. So I introduced myself by driving the 
stecl into Djek’s ribs, and then hooking her ear. If Djek had 
known how my heart was beating. she would have killed me then 
and there; but observing no hesitation on my part. she took it all 
ns it matter of course, and walked with me likea lamb. I found 
myself alone with her on the road, and fourteen miles of it before 
ux. It was a serious situation, but I was ripe for it now. All the 
old women’s stories and traditions about an elephant’'s character 
had been driven out of me by experience and washed out with 
blood. I had got what the French caijl the riddle-key of Made- 
moiselle Djek, and that key was steel, About a mile out of the 
town she put out her trunk and tried to curl it round me in a 
caressing way. I met this 
overture by driving the steel 
into her till the blood squirted 
out of her. If 1 had not, the 
syren would have killed me 
in the course of the next five 
minutes. Meanwhile, at —, 
the stage manager and finan- 
cier were in great distress and 
anxiety. ... ‘How did you 
manage? However did you 
win her heart?’ ‘With this,’ 
said I, and showed them the 
bloody steel.’” 

Of this, and much else that 
is as grim or more so in 
Charles Reade’s book, I al- 
ways think, when I see an 
elephant perform, and of 
Reade’s “Jack of All Trades” 
motto, “Spare the pitchfork 
—spoil the elephant.” 

The elephant spoken of was 
a very sly and ferocious crea- 
ture, aud had killed several of (// 
her keepers ; but I can’t help 7% 
thinking there is a good deal 
of exaggeration in the account 
here fixe and atthe London / 
Pavilion the other evening I / 
observed no spikes or pitch- 
forks when Mr. George ke 
hart’'s elephants obliged with 
their pantomimie sketch, 
entitled, From the Banquet 
to the Police Station, and in 
which Boney gives a dancing 
mrty, plays a trombone solo, and works a full band, whilst 
nis elephantine pals “thread the mazy” and twist the toe. They 
don’t kick quite as high as Mlle. Nini Patte-en-l'air, but they mean 
well, and do their best. 

Resides the elephants, however, have we not Thorwaldsen’s 
tableaur vicants, to say nothing of Mr. Albert Chevalier and 
Miss Fannie Leslie, the great Selbini truupe of bicyclists, Brunin, 
bright little Kate James, and, on the evening J visited the show, 
Charles Godfrey, who was, I believe, turned on as anextra. You 
ought to see Charley in Zhe Last Shot at the Tivoli. He is immense. 

1 am inclined to think that a criticism on a music- 
hall performance is one of the most difficult to render enter- 
taining, for one reason, because Poor Pa goes to press so early that 
many of the items in the 
se diepeteyt have been shifted 

efore my little tale appears, 
and also that I may have 
described the greater part of 
them the week before at 
some other hall. One thing, 
though, I can safely say, 
there is a long and stron 
bill at the Pav., and Ted 
Swanborough is ever there, 
benignly pee and gracious, 
waving his magic wand ad 
was it a cigar of half-dollar 
brand ?); and the crowds 
flock in until there is but 
“standing room only,” and 
the ae in front tell a 
big, big fib when they say 
they’re very sorry, but, as 
they have had to aay it so 
often, it comes easier and 
lighter to them, let us hope. 

As far as I can judge in 
my little tours of the halls 
they just now seem to be 
doing very good business, 
and are well supplied with 
talent. There is plenty to 
langh at, anyhow, which, I 
am afraid, is more than can 
be said for all the theatres 
where there is supposed to 
be given a comic entertain. 
ment. Is it likely, I wonder, 
that in my time the “low 
comedian” will have died out? There are some awfully unfunny 
comic gentlemen just now upon the stage proper. The profession 
seems to be overcrowded with clever young gentlemen, mostly 
“walking ” or “resting”; but the real comics, where are they ? 


Charles Godfrey. 
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Albert Chevalier. 
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SMART FUNCTIONS. 


WHAT on earth is Mr. Yates, of the World, thinking about? 
Not a word has appeared in his intluential journal about any of the 
following smart functions and happenings: @ 

Apropes de Bal, Some chagrin and disappointment have been 
expressed in the sinartest sets that Miss Margot Mogglestock, who 
was generally admitted to be the belle of the last fancy ball, did 
not come away with one of Sir Gus's electro muftin-warmers as a 
prize. Her realistic costume, “Soft: Roes on Toast,” was a marvel, 
and drove many male guests to the bar. 

Mr. Bravo-Jones's At Home, A most delightful “ At Home” 
was that given by Mr. Bravo-Jones in Slugg Street, Newport 
Market, on Monday. Mr. J. ix just back in town after a long 
sojourn at Dartmoor, and he read a paper discussing the propriety 
of arming the police with revolvers, Most of the guests were 
opposed to the innovation, which was considered to be fraught 
with great danger to the public. During the evening Master 
* Bloodworm” Jones gave a selection from Mr. Albert Cheva- 
lier's_ repertoire, and Miss Jones (@tat 10) obliged with the 
Speers knee-joint #tep-dance now so frequently \veen on the 
asphalte. 

Socialist Demonstration at Battersea, On Saturday afternoon 
last a demonstration of great Liberality took place at Battersea, 
when Mr. Munkham-Rubbitch, the famous Socialist, treated the 
German delegate, Herr Skratchanser, to a six san f warm bath, and 
2 penny extra towel at the Wandle Batha, Considerable political 
significance is attached to the event. 

Mecting of Unemployed on Hackney Downs, A couple of mem- 
bers of the unfortunate body of unemployed in the metropolis met 
on Hackney Downs on Sunday morning. A difference of opinion 
arising as to the preponderance of “heads” or “tails” in seven 
coins that had been tossed up to decide which of the out-of-works 
should pay for the ginger-beer, a collision occurred, in which they 
somewhat inconvenienced each other. After they had collided for 
about ten minutes the police—represented by one constable—inter- 
fered and dispersed the rioters, We hear that the question which 
had been in dispute was satisfactorily settled at one minute past 
one at the Cat and Cauliflower. 

The EKight-Tour Day. Shortly after noon on Monday a number 
of prominent oftice-boys assembled in Guildhall Yard to discuss 
what amount of time should properly be allowed for the mid-day 
meal. The chairman (who stood throughout the discussion) stated 
that though as a rule he “polished off" his packet of home-cut 
sandwiches in a tritle under three minutes, he was of opinion that 
they required fully an hour and a half to digest, and from this time 
to two hours, he considered, should be allowed by all employers 
of their class of labour. It was formally decided that the chair. 
man should “sound his guv'nor" on the subject and report at a 
subsequent meeting. The meeting then adjourned to patronise an 


ice-cream barrow. 
ee 


SWEETLY WASTED. 


STERN spake the aweet celestin sprite 
Whom mortals call Ambition : 

“Why driv’st thou me from out thy sight, 
Oh, man of erudition? 

Pieria’s streams still tlow sublime : 
Let, let their sweets be tasted, 

And let not, let not precious time 
Be thus absurdly wasted !" 


The man of erudition quailed 
As thus the sprite addressed him : 

His bosom heaved, his features paled, 
And dark remorse possessed him— 

Till Cupid, whispering, o'er him bent 
(Who to his nid had hasted): 

“More worth than time that’s sourly spent, 
Is time that sweetly wasted!” 


Then to the sprite, with smile and frown, 
The bookworm answered slowly : 
“The chance was mine to earn renown, 
1 here renounce it wholly! 
The chance, celestial joys to taste, 
Was mine—and [ve embraced it : 
My arm is round my true love's waist, 
And iny love is sweetly waisted !” 


ECHOES OF SCIENCE. 
THIRD INSTALMENT. 
(With every apology to the Globe.) 


IN one species of spider, the female is three hundred times larger 
than the male. It is almost rneeagg Ag remark that the hus- 
band never goes to a Covent Garden 1, or, on returning, gets 
into bed with his boots on. 

THE hosiery show at Brighton this season is remarkable for 
variety and display. The dear old chappies stand at the coffee- 
Ht windows at the Old Ship, and cease to sigh for the 

et. 

By the war, the game of tennis was forbidden to be played by 
any but members of the Royal Family, in 1305. It is an interesting 
coincidence that at that time the ladies of the Royal Family were 
the only ones who wore silk stockings. 

Now that the summer is coming, bear in mind that you should 
never go under a tree during a thunder storm. It is not fair to the 
lightning, which often has to spoil a really good tree to get quite 
at an indifferent sort of man. 

WHAT's the matter with good old Darwin's estimate that there 
are 53,767 worms, upon an average, to every acre in a London 

rden? Why, nothing. Darwin's all right! Indeed, his calcu- 

ations exactly tally with those of A. SLOPER, who was digging 
recently, without the slightest hankering after worms. A. 8S. 
should add, however, that when he has really wanted bait for 
fishing, the eame garden has not yielded three to the acre; they 
had all emigrated to the garden of a fellow lower down, whose 
only idea of rural sports is backing horses. 

In the course of a scientific lecture at the London Institution 
the other night, the lecturer advanced to the footlights with a 
crucible in his hand. “We shall see now,” said he, “that cold 
contracts and heat expands, it being impossible for both operations 
to go on at the snme time. To contract is to make smaller——” 
“ Rot!” ejaculated an old gentleman in the front seats. “What 
about tailors’ bills, then?” Which all the science in the world 
couldn't answer. 

It has been estimated that the sun cannot be relied on to furnish 
us with light and heat for more than another 40,000,000 years, 
Persons intending to start cucumber frames may, therefore, turn 
their attention to something more promising. 

“ WATER is a medicine,” says a sanitary journal. Such a lot of 
erackpots write in these health-papers nowadays that SLOPER 
would not have been surprised a the sanitary journal said that 
water was a beverage! 

—— 


“NEXT, PLEASE!” 


THERE'S nothing like the modern coster for the eloquence in 
which he lauds the virtues of his stock-in-trade. ‘“S’rimps, fresh 
s'rimps, all a-blowing and a-growing—from Gravesend, fresh this 
here morning! Why, lor’ bless you, mum, they're that crisp and 
curly that a’ old gentleman died the other day from a-swallowing 
of one whole, the ‘eat of his inside a-causing of it to sudden-like 
spring out straight ; dreadful injury to the colly-wobular hinterior 
arrangements. Sad case, mum. Buy half a pint, and be careful to 
twiat the tails and heads off, and cut ‘em half way through with a 
penknife, or. lor’ bless yer, yer don’t know what may ‘appen. 

here hought to be a’ Ack of Parlyment brought in to put down 
a-selling of ‘em as fresh as I do.” 


ih 


THE REALITY OF ROMANCE. 


—~-— 


Likea broken lily, her fair head fy! helplessly upon his shoulder, 
“Oh! George, George,” she sobbed, "my love, my pride, my 


darling ; how can 
1 part with you? 
—how exist with- 
out vou?” 

“Mv Beatrice,” 
he whispered 
gently, caressing 
with a faltering 
hand the wavy 
masses of — her ; 
wondrous hair, ;',/ 
“you must be ° 
brave—you must 
not give way like 
this, Five years 
are not an eter- 
nity. They will 
Foon pass; anc 
the life of bliss to 
follow will even 
endow the wait- 
ing with some- 
thing akin to 
a aes 

is strong 
voice trembled as 
he spoke, and his 
encirclin arm 
pressed Ler still 
more closely as if 
in defiance of 
Fate's worst 
mandate. 

“And you will 
be true, love?) Oh, you sill be true?” she murmured brokenly. 

“Till death !" was the simple reply. 

In silvery tones, a clock upon the mantelpiece chimed eleven, 

“IT must be gone,” he cried. “Oh, my love! my pride! my 
darling! Farewell!” and with one long, last, lingering kiss pressed 
convulsively upon her lips, the young ofticer rushed from the room. 

The lily, now utterly crushed by the storm, lay prone across an 
ottoman, She had fainted. « « . « 

Fifteen years later, a substantial-looking, fair-haired matron sat 
doing ample justice to the edibles gracing a well-spread board, She 
was faced by a hard-featured, commonplace man of forty, and 
flanked on her left by a fat-faced girl of twelve. 

“ By-the-by,” said the husband, apeaking with his mouth full, “1 
saw an old tlame of yours, to-day, Beatrice.” 

“Indeed !"—a comment uttered with supreme indifference. 

“Yea,” he resumed, swallowing a glass of claret with much gusto, 
“he called at the office about renewing a bill. But he’s going 
absolutely to the 
dogs. is sig- 
nature’s not 
worth the paper 
it’s written on. 
I mean George 
Darey— Captain 
Darcey that was, 
He sold out 
about ten veara 
ago, and he'll be 
sold up in about 
as huany more 
months.” 

“Oh! George 
Darcy,” — said 
Beatrice, pla 
cidly ; _ * faney 
that! Just cut 
me another slice 
of beef, dear, 
with a piece of 
fat—as — under- 
done as you can 
manage it. 
Effie! how often 
am I to tell you 
that your knife 
is net meant to 
spoon UP gravy 


“My love! my pride ! my darling !” 


with? 

“Somehow or 
other,” con. 
tinued her hus- 
band, meditatively, as he raised the carving-knife, “that sort of 
fellow always does go to the dogs when he leaves the service.” 

The lily replied not. She awaited somewhat impatiently the 
replenishment of her plate. # * ° ° 

A shivering, wretchedly-clad man, with a grizzled moustache, 
stood with his face closely pressed against the window of a 
pudding shop, in Long Acre. From the grating beneath his feet 
ascended a delicious aroma, exhaled by the cooking below. 

“It's no use,” he muttered, tearing himself away from the fasci- 
ee ; “nota solitary copper! I must wait tillevening.” 

An adjacent clock striking the hour of two, he turned up a court 
where were assembled some twenty individuals similar in appear- 
ance to himself, and a moment later had donned the boards which 
transformed him into an animated sandwich. Then the mourn- 
ful procession took the gutter and slouched westward, 

A stout, blousy, red-faced matron, luxuriantly clad in furs, and 
accompanied by 
an ample 
daughter of half 
her years, was 
preparing to 
cross Regent 


“1 saw an old flame of yours.” 


PARHC UN Tens ag 
LAST, NIGHTS 


brougham, and 
the fool ia wait- 


me!" — indig- 
nantly— “ these 
horrid —sand- 
wich men! The 


lown !" 

One of the 
miscreants re- YY 
ferred to,a man 
with a grizzled 
moustache, rais- 
ed his head at 
the sound of 
her voice, and stared. 

“Beatrice!” he gasped. “George!” she echoed, involuntarily. 
Then, recovering her presence of mind, she turned to her daughter. 

“Effie, have you any coppers? No? Wel!, it doesn't matter. 
Thank goodness, here's John !—he sees us at Inst.” 


“George !" she echoed. 


~~ 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


HALF-HOLIDAYe. (Saturday, March 10, 1894. 


—— 


(catehing sight uf Big Ben), 


Young Lady from the Country 
Lard-a-mussy ! you've got anot! 
gut figures all round it. 


“ Well, then, you will come to my place to dinner this evening. 


Peg-top Demon, Yat! Just look what yer done, yer old josser— ‘And what is yours?” “ Gin and Ii old chap 


\ 


. 


IN TRAINING. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—CHARLES J. DAVIES, Esq. 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs Srom thuse 
Of her friends whose portraits have not yet been tnserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


crowd it was, too, consisting of mem- 


‘We met, ‘twas in a crowd—and a 
on the occasion of its Fifth Annual 


very 

bers and their friends of the Yorick 
Yorick' @ pity you had not been born a bit later, so that you 
joyed yourself as much as A. SLOPER did. You would have felt at 
lear boys of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy.— (1) No 


No. 329.—Miss OLIVE BARNETT. *” said the Eminent, 


« 
F here I intend coming with the 
“An all-consuming passion thrills my being.”"— The Dook Snook, 


“A lifelong devotion is hers ut command.” 
“Ob, would that I could even gain a amile."— The dion. Billy. 


ee. 


() “Pit a pickle mai vitril tates the pie, MeSwine ; we'll yie the scooudrid (2) “Ye'll sin see him risiu’ noo, MeSwine,” (3) “Mind what ye're aboot, ye binck-he’ 


bunch of violets on his chest. To say that.Mr. Davies gave him not a hearty wel- 
come would not be true. In the course of the interview A. SLOPER was informed 
that the Royal General Theatrical Fund was founded in 1859 ; Patroness—the Queen ; 
Patron—the Prince of Wales; the Trustees being personal friends of A. SLOPER, 
namely : Hal Irving, Alfred de Rothschild, and Jack Toole.——(3) The Fund, as Mr. 
Davies reminded A. SLOPER, is not a Charity, as sume people absurdly imagine, but is 
to grant permanent annuities to those mem! of the theatrical profesgion in their 
declining years, who subscribe to the Fund ; the subscriptions, as that gentleman 
pointed out, being far less than those charged by other societies, adding; “We make 
up the difference by the money we obtain from our Annual Benefit Dinner." —— 


(4) A. SLOPER thought of his daughter Tvotsie, as the Leight Pokorny’ star of the 
Frivolity Theatre,—(5) and as a dear old lady, too old for 

sion she had adopted, and a tear meandered down the whole length of his nose. 
“Charlie, boy !” criet he in a husky voice, “I have heard you keep good whisky on 
tap. Produce it, and I will driuk success to the Royal General Theatrical Fund, and 
lung life to its s-cretary, Charles J. Davies |” 


line iu the profes- 


rted ruMfan; ye'll hae us blawn up!” yelled the Laird, as he and 
Swine departed by the shortest pussibie cut. 


Saturday, March 10, 1894.} 


Ae Royil Buc Kfounds : 


Here I am again, ladies and gentlemen, punctual to the minute, and right glad to see so big a 
crowd awaiting me. Well. I won't keep you in suspense ; just step inside, please ; the curtain’s just 
going up on the show :—A dastardly attempt. if true, Which Mary Jane will doubtless rue :— 
Jnereasing are the unemployed ; Starvation they can scarce arvid :—The Royal Buckhounds, 
‘treould appear, Hace had a decent time this year :—Domestic servants say that they Tv gross 


Qs 


- 


Storekeeper, Now, there's some goods I can recommend to 
your majesty. Just fresh in, 
His Majesty. Hum! made in Germany, I suppose. 


A SHOCKING OCCURRENCE. 


This is not a case of Hydrophobia ; it {s only Thompson, who 
has invested in the latest achievement in scieuce—an electrical 
sear lts by which be can sce all that takes place at home during 
1s absence, 


him to drive back from town in of 1 day.” 


at four.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ALL FOR HIM. 


=: 
“Yes, I made Harry start a carriage, but it was really for his snke, T thought it woukl be so nice for 

“Amd does he appreciate it 7" J 
present I have never been able to yet through my shopping aud culls Lefore siz, aud he leaves the City 


4, 


a 
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Dae Infarrbile -Crace. 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


oppression are a prey:—The rival blues have got to work, And practice do not mean to shirk = 
smad as any hatter, he, Now March has come, ia said tu he :—An “infant” bold, the other day, 
For his machine refused tu pay.—There you are, that’s all | can do for you to-day. Something like 


a show, isn't it, eh? Ta, tv! till next week, when 1 shall provide you a specially tasty selection. 
Yours——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


New Hand. What is the difference between skunk and sable? 
Old Nand. Oh, they're the same thiny here, 

Now Hand. How 80? 

Old Hand. Why, they're both rabbit, you sweet, innocent thing. 


“Hallo! good gracious, Freddy, what's the matter?” “Oh, 
it'sall right,old chap! I've inst been talking to Mixs Snabson, 
and she always makes a fella fed su deucid smal, doncher- 
know!” 


“Well—you see, up to the 


ae 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


Now that the Anarchists have at last set the ball rolling in or 
near the metropolis, it behoves every citizen to remain calm. 
panic at the present 
moment would 
nothing more or less 
than a calamity, and 
would please those 
miscreants who are 
striving to attain their 
endg, no matter at what 
sacrifice, more than 
anything else. Let the 
civil authorities show 
a firm hand, and we 
need fear nothing. The 
country is to a man set 
dead against Anarchy, 
and will, if necessary, 
tnke the law into its 
own hands in order to 
expel it from England. 
The Anarchists, having 
once shown teeth, must 
be shown no mercy. 
They should be swept 
from Great Britain like 
so many vermin. An 
what is more, they must 
never again be allowed 
to intrude themselves 
upon this country. It 
will be a bad time for 
England if Anar- 
chism be allowed to 
take root here as firmly 
as it has done in France. 


s 

THROUGH slightly over-tasting Mr. Dugald McIntosh’s whisky 
last week, the Eminent lost sight of the fact that each bottle of the 
Guid Auld Scotch bears the inscription “ Ally Sloper’s Own,” to- 
gether with a life-like portrait of the Eminent. A reduced facsimile 
of the widely-known and much-sought-after “ Sloper Warrant id 
also adorns each bottle of the mellow spirit. As the advertising 
gentlemen have it, “ without these none are genuine.” 


s 

THE statement that Larks ! is tocome out in future twice a week, 
is, we need hardly say, a case of the wish being father to the thought. 
We have no doubt whatever that the mysee admirers of our 
colossal ha’porth would welcome the paper f it came out daily, but 
the strain. of producing such a wondrous mixture of art and 
literature is too great to be borne more than once a week. 

se 


s 

THE piano which is the cause of so much misery in many an 
English home is now declared by medical authority to be the 
cause of spreading certain di- Ne - 
seases. The dread microbe, it is 
asserted, gets between the keys 
and is transmitted to the Vay 
former whilst he or she is playing. 
The propagation of this loctrine 
of the anti-hygienic qualities of 
the piano should wipe out the 
annual increase in the number 
of would-be Paderewskis, al- 
though it is questionable even if 
the microbes were as big as 
buffaloes whether it would have 
any effect on the greater portion 
of the female sex. 


s 

Tue Mildewed Memorial of 
Retter Times has this day been 
plessed to confer the “ Award of 
Merit” on WALTER CHURCHER, 
because he's an Inimitable Hu- 
morous eciter. ‘* Feyther,” 
murmured the Azure-Orbed, as , 
he dodged the parental pavement- 
hider, “You do him proud. He : 
gives new pieces in a new way; 
no ‘Kissing Cups’ or ‘ Lifeboata. 
Talk about ‘Cherchez la femme’ ; } ; 
you get something apace! when 
you started to ‘ herchez le | 
Churcher——’” _The _ Belated 
Blucher of the Hoary One was on the move, but the bird had 
tlown, *,° 


St. GEorcE’s HALL SKATING RINK, Wandsworth, was the 
scene of great excitement on the evening of Thursday week last, 
when the second great carnival of the season was okt by the 
genial proprietor. Everyone—or everyone at least of any account 
in Wandsworth—was present, and no one seemed to regret their 
presence, either. Rinkers and spectators alike seemed intent on 
enjoying themselves—and enjoy themselves they did with a 
vengearce. In fact, it was long past midnight before A. SLOPER 
was enabled to tear himself from the festive gathering, and he 
was by no means the first to depart. 

ss 


s 

Miss MINNIE PALMER isalways welcome, and her re-appearance 
at the Royalty, after so long an absence from the metropolis, is 
doubly so. It is unfor- 
unate, however, that this 
clever ‘lady did not elect to 
come before us again in a 
better play than Zhe Little 
Widow, a work that we 
fear even the vivacious 
personality of Miss Palmer 
will not save from the fate 
which usually overtakes 
the productos at the ill- 
fated house in Dean Street. 
Still, many a worse piece 
than The Little c 
has eventually won its 
be into popular favour, 
and we hope that this may 
be exactly the case in the 
present instance. 


= 

Tne Battle of the Blues 
seems to be creating more 
excitement than ever this 
year. Putney is already in 
a state of gala, whilst the 
tow-path up to Mortlake 
resembles Barnet Fair 
more than anything else. 
Thecrews, in many people's 
opinion, are pretty evenly 
miatched this year, 80 a@ 
splendid race may be an- 
ticipated next weck. A. SLOPER will, of course, as of yore, 
present, and with him probably the whole troupe of “Friv.” Girls, 
each and every one of whom he has invited. Where he means to 
stow them all is beyond our Liana greeyy te The Great Eastern 
itself would be barely large enough for the purpose. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HA LF-HOLIDAYe 


AFTER transacting his usual business at one of the pubs in the 
N.W. district recently, the Eminent found himself ensconced 
in a front seat of the 
Metropolitan Music-Hall, 
Edgware Road. It is very 
unusual for him to travel 
incognito, but desiring to 


vi 
° 


i gi, * 

ive the moths a chance GICAL WN 
he donned a new suit of i; iN 
togs that had been be- >> Hi, 
queathed to him by an 6 NS , 


uncle twenty years ago. 
Being thus attired, there 
was consequently not the 
usual ovation made upon 
his entry into the precincts { 
of the popular and com- 
modious hall. He, how- 
ever, did not escape the 
vigilant eye of the genial 
gent who doles out the 
assports, and who, think- 
Ing Se Asien Wokea 
atigu promptly  dis- 

ensed him a nip. The 
ill of fare provided was 
of the Al copper-bottom 
order, and all music-hall 
enthusiasts who have met 
at the Met. are unanimous 
in voting it a rattling good 
show. *,° 


WE are requested to state that the absence of A, SLOPER’S name 
from the published list of those present at the lerée at St. 
James's Palace the other day is solely due to the despicable jealousy 
of a reptile Press. The Eminent was presented by his Grace the 
Dook Snook, K.G., on his appointment as “ Unsweetened ” Taster 
to the Royal Family. *° 

A Caxnina Town hatter has hit — the means of evading 
even the stringent lottery laws of England. Every evening he 
lights a huge candle in his shop window, and on the persons who 
are able to tell the time it went out he bestows substantial prizes. 
By attracting public attention he thus secures a splendid advertise- 
ment for his goods. What is more, the Public Prosecutor has 
failed to bring down the law upon him, and the hatter has full 
liberty to carry on his little game without fear of, interference. 
The Public Prosecutor, in his proceedings against prize-givers, has 
hitherto swept everything before him. It is rather refreshing, 
therefore, to hear of someone getting the upper hand of him at last. 


THINGS are fairly lively just now, to say the least of it, in sunny 
Italy. Revolution is in the air, and the most frequently ask 
question is, “Will the 
country revolt?" Let us 
hope not. Argentine 
doesn't seem to be par- 
ticularly happy over its 
little civil row, and the 
business loss must be no- 
thing short of enormous. 
For Italy to follow suit 
would be awkward. 
Fruit, nuts, oil, wine, 
olives, indeed, all the ex- 
portations of that country 
would go up to famine 
pri summer tours 
would be impossible, and 
an immense detachment 
of ceeaearimters would 
pee ly invade our 
ong suttering shores. 
All this is from an en- 
tirely selfish point of 
view: what would ha 
pen to Italy herself, . 
ness only knows. 


s 

TxH18 is to inform the 

mtleman who recently 

rought to our office a 
ticket for his smoking 
concert, asking for notice 
of same, and who, four days afterwards, sent in an application 
for’ 2s. 6d., price of said ticket, that a good, sound, healthy kick 
awaits him, and may be had on application. 


®. 
IN order to correct a | phibaite | ‘impression, we think it necessary 
to state that the date of the nuptials between Alexandry and Eve- 
lina is not definitely fixed. There is no harm, however, in getting 
your wedding presents ready—none whatever. 


2, 

Ix response to numerous in uiries after the health of Snatcher, 
we are happy to say the noble t is still fit and well, and evinces 
that marked interest in his meals which has ever been one of the 
characteristics of his nature. *\° 


A CONTEMPORARY says that newly-born mice, dipped in honey, 
isa favourite dish in China. A. SLOPER means to take his pro- 
visions with him canned when he visits the Celestial Empire. 
With a menu in Chinese, one is open to many mistakes, and fancy 
getting—ough ! it’s enough to put a man off his feed for a month. 


* 
THE energetic Mr. Cruft, of doggy fame, has organized 9 cat 
show, which is to take place at the Aquarium to-day and to: 
morrow, March 
7th and &th. 
An exhibition 
of felines, 
though it may 
not appeal to 
the masculine 
mind, ought to 
meet with 
marked favour 
at the hands of 
the feminine CAT SHOV 
portion of the oe: 
community. In \ 
many cases, 3 
too, the cat ) SZ si Fe ; et 
owners will be 
found to 
quite as inter- 
esting as the 
cats, perhaps 
more 80. . : \_. 
Therefore we cote S| 
say, don’t ne- ae 
lect to drop 
nto the 
Aquarium be- 
fore the show's 
over.» 


SINCE clos- 
ing “Ally Sloper's Christmas Appeal,” we have received from 
“'Trewinski,” 2a. 6¢.; “ Xarifa,” 22. 6d.; F. Bregman, 1s. 10d.; G. 
A. Fordham, 18.; “ Lib,” 1s.; K.E. C., 3d. These amounts will be 
carried forward to next winter's Fund. 


(Saturday, March 10, 1804. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 17TH MARCH, 1894. 


—_—e— 


llth March, 1884.—The Daily Telegraph this day pub- 
lished a report of an inquest held on the body of a youth executed 
for murucr at Kirkdale a few days before, at which the governor 
said the luss of consciousness was partially immediate, but it was 
thirteen minutes before the heart cea to beat. He thought 
Binns had no idea how to hang a pene scientifically. He put, a 
rope round the neck and thought he hanged him, but it was acti- 
dental if he did hang him. When Binns reached the ol on 
Saturday he was drunk and perfectly incapable of carrying out 
the execution. The Foreman added’; We agree that we think 
Binns deserving severe censure for the manner in which he carried 
out this execution. He appears to have no scientific principle for 
going through his work, and we think this really requires a scien- 
tific man. He seems to have no system. The Coroner : You think 
that he does not seem to be a fit and proper person to carry out 
this execution! The Foreman: Yes. 


12th March, 1716.—Tiis day Mr. Isaac Briand was fined 
£2000 by the Court of Aldermen for marrying Miss Elizabeth 
Watson, an orphan of thirteen years of age, and @ great fortune, 
without their consent. 


18th March, 168G6.—At Marlborough Street Police Court 
this day a stylishly-dressed young woman was charged with being 
drunk and disorderly in Piccadilly at one o'clock in the morning 
and at the station striking 9 policeman with her boot. The 
Magistrate said: Why did you behave in this manner? You were 
drunk and disagreeable, Pattie, and behaved in» most unlady-like 
manne: You are a very naughty girl, Pay 20s., or fourteen 

ys. 


14th March, 1783,—This day was buried at Ackworth H ul, 
near Bristol, John Gully. Esq,, M.P. for Pontefract and “ Champion 
of England” (in the P. K.). 


15th March, 1877.—This day a labourer belonging to I'undee, 
while being conveyed by railway to Forfar onacharge of poaching, 
unlocked the door of the carriage while the train was ruonin;; at 
the speed of thirty miles an hour, and, before the ofticer who tad 
him in custody could detain him, sprang over an embankinent. 
The train was shortly afterwards stopped, and when the oflirer 
returned to the pie where the man escaped, he found a pool of 
blood, and, a short distance off, his prisoner. The man’s sk all 
was fractured. 


16th March, 1687.—Evelyn, under this date writes: ‘1 
saw 1 trial of those devilish murdering mischief-doing engines 
called Bombs, shot out of a morter piece on Blackheath. The 
distance that they are cast, the destruction they make where they 
fall is prodigious.” 


17th March, 1890.—Fred Flash, alias the Comte de Walder, 
& notorious pickpocket who frequented the Paris race-courses, 
was arrested at Vincennes this day, just as he had his hand in the 
pocket of a young cavalry ofticer, who was engaged in watching 
the horses start. Flash, or, as he was commonly called, “ Fred,” 
was n well-known figure not only at the Paris meetings. but also 
at those held in Nice in the winter and in the Norman watering: 
places during the summer. He was always dressed superbly snd 
passed as a thorough-paced homme chic among those who ouly 
occasionally frequented the race-meetings. The initiated, how- 
ever, knew well that he belonged to the light-fingered fraternity 
and it was a common thing among rominent sporting-men and 
jockeys to apply to‘ Fred” if they ad missed anything out of 
their pockets, knowing that the “swell thief” would order his 
deputies to restore whatever they had pilfered from’ old sporting- 
hands or professionals, On_one occasion a jockey lost his valixe, 
which contained his cap. The man was ina quandary, and was 
afraid that he would not be able to ride. The chic Chief of the 
Pickpockets was at once ap lied to, and the jockey’s cap was 
returned in half an hour. It appears that Flash, shortly after 
arriving on the course at Vincennes yesterday, saw an_ofticer 
changing # thousand-franc note, and putting the money back in 
one-hundred-franc notes into his pocket. The temptation was too 

rent to be resisted, and the thief was observed by several persons, 
including a lady, who called the officer's attention to the matter. 
Flash, on being perceived, gave up the money to its owner, who, 
puzzled by the gentlemanly appearance and imperturbable coun- 
tenance of the thief, said * Thank you,” and was inclined to treat 
the whole thing as a rather bad joke. The bystanders, however, 
interfered, and the pickpocket was arrested. 


—.———_ 


A TALE OF TRUMPS. 


It was a game of whist 80 gay, 
And spades were trumps ; and our 
Opposes at the start did he. 
he deuce of hearts. With power- 
Ful hand I slung the ace thereon : 
But in a trice, how sick 
I felt, to find my partner John 
Had trumped his partner's trick ! 


Up from my seat, irate, 1 rose 
And cursed my partner hard, 

Till angry words were changed for blows. 
We went into the yard 

To fight it out. We laid upon 
Each other many a kick, 

Till I near was killed by my partner John, 
Who had trumped his partner's trick ! 


And, when the dreadful fight was o'er, 
We to the house returned, 

And then, by Jove! my heart grew sore, 
My cheeks with blushes burned. 

I felt ashamed—as who would not ?— 
When given to understand 

That my partner John that time had got 
The thirteen spades in hand ! 


OF THE EARTH, EARTHY. 


OCCASIONALLY. when our brains are aweary with recling off 
comic “copy” for the voracious compositor, or luborivusly 
counting the feet in the few reams of Spring and other poetry sub- 
mitted to our reditorial reckoner, we take up a scientific treatise, 
by way of a little bit of light reading. Diving vary recently ina 
publication of this sort, we became acquainted with the fact—at 
least, we 0 ge it’s a fact—that “the paliozic cockroaches are 
distinguish from living specimens by paving tive veins in the 
wing instead of four,” and that they “have a. decidedly mesozoic 
aspect.” This seems highly important to us in our masculine 
capacity, for really one feels very “out of it” when the conver- 
sation turns upon the subject, and one can hardly distinguish the 
ditference between a palxozic cockroach of bygone times, and the 
kiwi apteryx, the Myrmecophaga J ubata ; or, indeed, the Herpestes 
pulverulentus himself of the present. 

But with a woman it’s different. If she happens to be standin: 
over the fire, superintending a batch of pancakes, when she 
beholds one of these interesting insects emerge from an interstice 
between the bricks and the kitchen range, she is too frivolous to 
consider whether it has five, fifteen, or fifty veins iu its wings. 
No; she simply clutches at her petticoats with her left hand. 
jerks the pan and pancake off the fire with her right, and, having 
placed them out of harm's way, returns with her wooden spoon 
and fetches poor cocky such a violent rap over the filbert that he 
wears more of a mashed than a mesozgic aspect, and he wearily 
drags himself back into seclusion. 
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TO MEAT-ROPOLIT, 
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THERE'S nothing like the 
know actually gives his “’Arri 
Monufhent, and then waits a q 
ascends all those winding stnit 
Expectation is a thing that 
Tennyson, with a small soda in 


: HIS [ 
HE was a giddy little thi 
With blue asia seca 

Such teeth. 

Such eyebrows, 

Such a figure. 

And, oh! such hair. 

He was a golden youth of tw 
With no occupation. 

And no brains. 

But he loved her —worship} 

a stall every night, for the su) 
her beauteous face and shapely 
to the silvery voice as she 
uttered her all too meagre lines. 

One night he summoned up 
enough courage to hurl a bou- 
quet at her fect as she stepped 
back after delivering her 
speech. Oh, the smile she gave 
him! Surely, never was a 
more acceptable reward. 

What bright visions soothed 
his slumbers that night; 
visions in which his divinity's 
fair face and golden hair, her 
peschy cheeks and pearly teeth 
play a welcome part, ( 

he following evening he was 
early at the theatre, with 

another bouquet even larger 
than the first, the stems con- 
fined within a circlet of dia- 
monds, Oh, he was fairly 
=a are bo error ! 

e curtain rose upon the 
first act, but he eat listlessly in 
her gg until the second. 

Suddenly, a loud report, a thic 
and then a great, c-stricken 
ot . meen the 

‘its, but he, my h had lea; 
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The man directed him hurried 

Almost as he reached the do 

reseed, ran out, bald, teeth! 
wrinkled—a very framework o! 
gage me!” she shrieked. 

He pushed roughly by her. | 
cried. “I have come to save Mi 

The woman seized him by t 
cried, in terror. “I'm her. Sav 

He did. He was too thankful 


hers. 
That's all. 
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That Miss Ratfe 
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TO MEAT-ROPOLITAN FLESH-CONSUMERS. 


[It seems to be a geveral impression that a new kind of meat is wanted to 
vary the incessaut chauge-ringing bctween beef, m uttou, veal and pork.) 


Wirth. full many a 


ee 
a (few m vears sigh 
C ANarceroos Legs - == Meat consumersnow 


ee Elephants fret 
ix, 
( Buy, Boy : 
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ery, 

“Why the same kind 
of joints e’er re- 
peat ? 

Oh, give us relief 
From pork, mutton 
and beef— 

Oh, give us, in fact, a 
new meat!” 


Cal 


Why. een kangaroo, 
Of the kind @ la 


Zoo., 
Would mayhap be a 
change somewhat 


sweet ; 
While crocodile 
chops 
Might eell in the 
shops, 
When once they sub- 
mit a new meat, 


Yea, buffalo humps, 
In__ nicely - cooked 
lumps, 
And young pickled elephants’ feet, 
ight serve as a change, 

While we woefully range 

In search of a new kind of meat! 
ee 


BLISSFUL EXPECTATION! 

THERE'S nothing like the pleasures of anticipation. A lad I 
know actually gives his “’Arriet" 3d. to go up to the top of the 
Monufhent, and then waits a quarter of an hour below before he 
ascends all those winding stairs to kiss her on the airy summit. 
“Expectation is a thing that ev'ry cove will pleasure bring”— 
Tennyson, with a small soda in it. 


—_-——— 


HIS DIVINITY. 

SHE was a giddy little thing with a two-line part at the Skippity. 

With blue eyes. 

Such teeth. 

Such eyebrows. 

Such a figure. 

And, oh ! such hair. 

He was a golden youth of two-and-twenty. 

With no occupation. 

And no brains. 

But he loved her —worshipped her—-to the extent of renting 
a stall every night, for the supreme gratification of gazing upon 
her beauteous face and shapely form, listening with rupt attention 
to the silvery voice as she 
uttered her all too meagre lines. 

One night he summoned up 
enough courage to hurl a bou- 
quet at her fect as she oor 
back after delivering her 
speech, Oh, the smile she gave 
him! Surely, never was a 
more acceptable reward. 

What bright visions soothed 
his slumbers that night; 
visions in which his divinity's 
fair face and golden hair, her 
pescky cheeks and pearly teeth 
play a welcome part. é 

he following evening he was 
early at the theatre, with 
another bouquet even larger 
than the first, the stems con- 
fined within a circlet of dia- 
monds, Oh, he was fairly 
mashed, and no error! 

The curtain rose upon the 
first act, but he sat listlessly in his place. She would not make 


her a) rance until the second. 
8 nly, a loud report, a thick puff of smoke from the wings, 
and then a great, ic-stricken cry of “ Fire!” 


In a moment the large audience was fighting madly for the 


exits, but he, my hero, had leaped upon the stage, and was rushing 
madly, wildly to find her, his darling, his queen. 

“ Quick !—Miss Bluetrunk's ing-room ?” he asked a passing 
scene-shifter. 


The man directed him hurriedly and ran on. 

Almost as he reached the door it opened, and a woman, half- 
dressed, ran out, bald, teethless, figureless, old, haggard and 
wrinkled—a v framework of a woman, that’s all. ‘Save me, 
oh, save me !” she shrieked. 

He pushed roughly by her. “Is Miss Bluetrunk inside?” he 
cried. “I have come to save Miss Bluetrunk.” 

The woman seized him by the arm. “That's my name!” she 
cried, in terror. “I'm her. Save me, oh, save me!” 


aos 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
RAPHINIA RAFFEINE. 

c 3% OH! Judy's “Call Boy” oft 
cd with me 
4 Has argued long and loudly, 
%;, Remarking, in a tful key, 


Pretentiously and Froud, 
That all the Call Boy's Girls aro 


far 
More full of charms su; 


rnal 

Than e’en the fairest “Friv.”- 
Girls are, 

Whose praises grace this 


journal. 
“\ And still to Judy's Call Boy I've 
os Returned a stout negation, 

‘* Declaring that no girls alive 

In this or any nation 
Could beat the belles whose 

bloom so sweet 
I've found such bliss in writ- 


ing; 
Till he and 1, with growing heat, 
Have nearly got to fighting. 
But now, by Jove! the point I'll 


ay 

Before all male perusers 
Of Judy and of SLOPER. Pray 

Inform me quickly—do, sirs, 
If e’er a single girl to whom 

The Boy has paid addresses, 
Has half the grace and girlish bloom 

That Miss Ratfeine possesses. 


He did. He was too thankful at his own escape not to effect 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


_—_ 
Princes’ HALL, PIccaDILLy, Loxpon, W., Feb, 24th, 1894. 

My Dear ALLY SLOPER,—I have received, with very great 
gratitication, your “Award of Merit.” Please accept my very 
hearty thanks. I shall always look upon it as one of my greatest 
treasures, and it will at all times adorn my walls. Please forgive 
the delay in \cheapetehes by the receipt of this distinguished honour, 
but I have been overwhelmed with the cares of my office as guar- 
dian of a large family of Flying Ladies, Missing Ladies, Ghosts 
and other spooks. With my kindest regards and best wishes for 
your good health and happiness, believe me, your devoted subject 


and magician, C. MORRITT. 
——_-— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 208.—HE ALL BUT SACRIFICES SNATCHER. 


THE tears that were shed 
In the years that are tled 

By the patriarch Abraham, when he 
Laid hia son on the altar 
With hands that did falter, 

Were tristful, and mournful, and many. 
But the tears of The Clown 
Ran so rapidly down 

That his vest was wet through on a dry day, 
While, with Snatcher beside him, 
He woefully hied him 

To the Home of Lost Doggies last Friday. 


For the Revenue blokes 
(Which be meddlesome folks) 

Had discovered his dog-licence missing. 
And the Wreck, only worth 
Seren-and-firepence on earth, 

Said to Snatcher, with patting and kissing ; 
“ For the lack of one d., 

Thou must sever from me, 

And no more thy dear ivoried teeth'll 

Gobble half of my crust, 
For consign thee I must 
To the Chamber whose name it is Lethal!” 


With the hound-killing hound 
Went the Eminent round 

To the Death Room: but, ere they had reached it, 
Lo! the Wreck said not “Stay!” 
In a commonplace way, 

But he shroke it, he squole it, he screeched it! 
“Come hence, Snatcher, hence ! 
I've a project immense 

To avert thy dread doom: yes, I know it! 
For this here is the time 
When upblossoms sublime 

From his wintertide sleep the Spring Poet!” 


Then the gay Friend of Man 
With old Snatcher he ran 

To Shoe Lane: and, behold, in his den, he 
Found a solemn Spring Sonnet, 
And, duly pinned on it, 

Was a postage stamp—value one penny ! 
And the stamp, having placed 
On his rhino in haste, 

On the Revenue he did bestow it : 
And the death-doom was stayed 
Of old Snatcher, by aid 

Of that stamp-wasting wight, the Spring Poet! 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL, 
88 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


COLDER AND LOUDER. 
I HAD faithful friends in the bygone years, 
Ere adversity came amain ; 
But the love of friends is a love that veers 
With the turn of the golden vane. 
Blow, blow, ye breezes of March malign, 
Over forest, and moor, and vale : 
Ye are not co cold as this heart of mine, 
Or so loud as my woesome wail. 


I was fond of my bride in the bygone years, 
But, alas for the sorrowing spouse 
Who his wife witha worshipping love reveres, 
When she breaketh her bridal vows. 
Blow, blow, ye breezes of March malign! 
Split banner, and mast, and sail : 
Ye are not so cold as this heart of mine, 
Or so loud as my wocsome wail. 


I had daughters and sons in the bypom years, 
And the pride of my heart were they : 
But their scorn is mine, their neglect, their sneers, 
In the days when my hair is grey. 
Blow, blow, ye breezes of March malign, 
Till the chimney-stacks quake and quail : 
Ye are not so cold as this heart of mine, 
Or so loud as my woesome wail ! 


_—-————_ 


FULL INSIDE. 

It was raining its very hardest the other night— 

By the way, t reminds A. SLOPER of a neat little seasonable 
jest that should make the fortune of any nigger-minstrel troupe. 

t’s this: The interlocutor asks the end-man, “ What's worse than 

when it’s raining cats and dogs, eh?" Of course, he “gibs it up” 
—they always do—and then in comes the little jest, “ Why, hailing 
omnibuses, to be sure!” 

But to resume : : 

It was raining its very hardest the other night—fairly tumbling 
down in pailfulls, and there was a rare old struggle to ensure the 
inside seats in the tramcars at Blackfriars os they came up. A 
“yellow Brixton” had just got its full complement, and all poor 
hard-worked City men going home to bath the children, when an 
elderly lady of some fifty winters—the summers did not appear to 
have had much influence upon her—got aboard. She was a hard- 
looking customer, and, as she peered up and down those two rows 
of masculine faces with the light of a couple of sickly paraftin 
lamps shining upon them, a sneer came across her lips—a nasty, 
bitter sneer. But they all sat tight; not one of them offered to 
ers her his seat. Then, with a witheringly scornful smile, she 
said: 
“If any of you miserable snobs are waiting for me to sit on your 

ps youre sucked in, for, thank evvings, I’m a lady!” 

A cold shudder passed over the asxembly, and a dread that she 
might not after all be in earnest caused eight young fellows to hop 
out of the car before it got to the Surrey Theatre. 


—_——_-—__—_. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Wuy does a miser generally live alone ?—So as to hold al(1)-oof 
from mankind. 

Wart classical work do some of our London eggs remind you of ? 
—“ Lays of Ancient Rome.” 
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SMYTHE. 


(A Story OF MEDLEVAL TIMES.) 
=e 
CHAPTER XVIII. 

THERE were great rejoicings on the Maltonburg estate when it 
was known that John Smythe had returned and was to marry 
the Lady Elfrida, and 
that Geoffrey was 
making rapid progress 
towards recovery, and 
was already married. 
There were, of course, 
people who sneered at 
the marriage of Geof- 
rey De Smythe and 
the peasant girl Mur- 
jelda, and even the 
baron was, for a time, 
furious at the alliance ; 
but when he came to 
hear of the profits 
that her skill in herbs 
had brought to the 
firm of Smith, Brown e 
comaitenind pron 
conci nd promptly 
borrowed a few thous- 
ands from each of his 
sons, that he might 
clear off his more im- 
mediate debts. To this 
fee yosal they were 

willing to agree, 
and the baron had the 
gratification of that 
peace of mind which 
springs from an 
honoured old age. 

Geoffrey De Smythe 
speedily recovered 
from his illness under 
his wife's care. It was nursing he required ; and though Mr. Brown, 
the business partner, forwarded large quantities of the tirm’s pills, 
which were guaranteed to cure everything, it was never observed 
that Murielda ever administered any of them to her husband, On 
Geoffrey's recovery, it was decided that he and Murielda should 
return to London, and that John De Smythe should remain at 
Maltonburg to carry on the family honours. He remained, how- 
ever, 4 sleeping partner of the firm, and with his handsome share 
of the profits, restored the family to a far greater condition than it 
had ever before held. He put down the custom of skirmishing 
round other people's pastures in order to collect beef for the family 
dinners, and maintained an efficient system of police that pre- 
vented anyone raiding his cattle preserves. 

These were considered very ical measures in the district ; but 
as the benetits incidental to the system were soon apparent, the 
aristocracy agreed to approve of them, and as time went on, each 
of the nobles adopted 
similar measures. 

In due time he was mar- 
ried to the Lady Elfrida, 
who was never heard to 
express the slightest dis- 
content, or to lament 
that her husband had 
ever been in trade. The 
marriage ceremony was a 
great function, and all the 
nobility and gentry were 

resent. Mr. and Mrs. 
yeoffrey were there, and 
the latter fairly dazzled 
the local aristocracy with 
the splendour of her 
jewellery; and these 
speedily took the plebvian 
girl to their heart, a con- 
descension which, al- 
though it pleased them, 
did not unduly elate 
Murielda, who was calmly 
indifferent to their cen- 
sure or approval. 

William Brown, Esq., 
was also present, in con- 
siderable form. His pre- 
sence in the full evenin 
costume of the period 
added considerable 
lustre to the proceed- 
ings, but was not wholly 


The baron was furious. 


William Brown, Esq. 


without being a source of some anxiety to the brothers De Smythe 


and their respective ladies. Mr. Brown was gratified at seein 
such a gathering of the aristocracy at the ceremony, and propose 
to distribute copies of a neat mphlet, containing over oa 
hundred testimonials, and narrating the excellent results whica 
had occurred to the writers from the use of the pills prepared by 
the firm of Smith, Brown, and Co. He pointed out that there was 
then an excellent opportunity of cone fame in the best circles 
at a very cheap rate, but the Lady Elfrida would not hear of it. 
For atime he was disconsolate, but he was restored to joy. An 
old Baroness, who had eaten too much at the wedding dinner, fell 
deadly sick. Mr. Brown promptly administered three pills. By 
next day she was better, and, as she promptly ordered six gross 
of boxes at ls. 14d., and distributed them to all her friends during 
the remainder of her lifetime, Brown was satisfied. 

The aged baron had his later days soothed by the knowledge 
that his debts were paid, and ere he was gathered to his fathers he 
had evidence that the De Smythe family need have no fear of 
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Young De Smythes running avout. 


extinction for want of ee veentaliens for there were many young De 
Smythes running about belonging to both brothers of the house, 
THE Enp. 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. HE KNEW HER QUALITY. 
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No, 350.—MR. CHARLES MEMMOTT, F.O.S. H YX 
> 


N 
x 
“Was born in Australia, Somewhere in the Bush. Great my 
rejoicing. Among his family. And family's friends. Grewant SN SS " 
flourished, Was taught billiards by a distant relative. A ae ? 
Fitzkik. Who was that laly 1 saw you at the ball with last night? 


native Chieftain. Who also showed him. How to throw the 
Loomerang. And how to drink Fire Water. Charles was an Herr Gottam. Dat vos no lady. Dat vos mine wife. 


apt Pupil. jAnt after. About six See ee peas ne 

tutor, th at billianis, And at whisky ¢ g. Has has 

an adventurous carcer. And still possesses a good appetite. A tl re) NU E L P E G A Ss U Ss Q 

Expects to beat Roberts. At billiards, But not during tho 
resent century. Or in this world. Js very popes. Voth in 
his own profession, An in others. Is bot! pomp and tener. 
Would doubtless have male an excellent missionary. Chicfly 

‘s champion billiardist Memmott was 

created F.0.8., and the ‘sloper Award of Merit’ presented to 

him January 27th, 1894,"—Debrett Improved. 


Disgusted Astronomer, This sun-spot is something like a volunteer 
bull’s-eye—it wants a very Ligh power to fiud it out. 


——- 
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(1) Foung Tennyson Shakespeare Wilkins (with enthusiasm), Ah, Matilda !—lovelicst 
of thy bewitching sex—when T stand with thee in the calm eventide, beneath the 
shadow of this ancient windmill, the tic spirit rises within me, and I feel that I 
could soar to heighta—(2) And at that moment his coat got hooked over the end of 
the revolving sail aml he soared—much to their mutual consternation. (4) “Let 
go of my noo ‘at, you Wilkins, or I'll akin yer!” shrieked the untutored and indiz- on the sail for a week Sage ht up with another 


nant maid; but Wilkins soared on,—(‘) Obtaining presently a magnificent view And, as for 
A BAD SPEC. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. THE VERY LATEST. 


Master. Drunk again, Giles? Why don't you imitate the 
camel—work a weck without drinking ? i 
Giles. ‘ omesh to tha’, why don‘ camel im'tate me—drink a 


week ‘thout workin’? Anshwer me tha’! 
253 


Nephew, Heart the latest thing, Uncle Fred? * 
Unele Fred (who likes to be up to dule). Nou; what 


“Fifty guincas for this portrait, and I've epent that already on , is it? 


e . 
TEACHING HIM TO DANCE THE “ FAN-OANGLE.” carmiue and yermilion.” Martha. Nephew, A South Eastern train. 
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